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always came back from these trips in a disappointed frame of mini
But by next day she had forgotten all about it, and would con-
centrate her attention once again on Michele's love affair, or
become completely absorbed in some book which she read far into
the night.

Not that the pharisee was dead in her. She took pride in the very
clarity of mind which enabled her to sit in judgment upon herself
and condemn her own conduct. She did not believe that there were
many instances of a Christian woman capable, at fifty, of realizing
that her feet had been set on the wrong road. Not that she ever
admitted in so many words that she would like never again to-
meddle in the affairs of her neighbours. Sometimes she would be
caught up into a mood of deep nostalgia when she remembered the
years gone by. One day it happened that we had just come back
from the funeral of my old trustee Maitre Malbec. He had been
carried from the house of his mistress with his mouth twisted side-
ways. His affairs were much compromised, for, unknown to all,
he had led a very dissipated life. "All the same/* said Brigitte as we
were driving home, "he did live." I protested. Was that what she
called living? My stepmother seemed to be embarrassed by my
question, and assured me that I had mistaken her meaning. One
said of a man. that he had lived when he had done things on the
grand scale. That was all she had meant to say. I do not doubt for a
moment that she was sincere. My studious existence was a matter of
surprise to her. "All men are beasts" she said more than once, not
in her old, bitter tone, but with a smile. When I settled in Paris to
read for a degree in Political Science, I had to endure endless sessions
of acute, subtle questioning whenever I returned to Bordeaux for a
short visit She was convinced that I was leading an existence of
intrigue and smouldering passion, and she kept up a regular corre-
spondence with the Comtesse de Mirbel of which Jean and I were
the constant theme (for, from 1910 on, my old friend had joined me
in the capital). Here, too, I must refrain from anticipating the story
of these Paris years, though I may tell it later. I will mention one
incident only, and that because Brigitte was mixed up in it, and